52               Letters to Somebody

at it with Ismail Pasha, the celebrated Khedive of
Egypt. Four of us were present. The Khedive and the
Mouffetish, his Finance Minister, Rivers Wilson and
myself.

The meeting lasted four hours and was decidedly
tempestuous. The Khedive, a very clever rascal, with
one or two others had elaborated a financial scheme
which, to put it plainly, was an absolute swindle.
Rivers Wilson combated it point by point, and ended
by refusing to have anything to do with it.

The Khedive was furious and closed the wrangle
by saying: "Very well, if you won't &ave my scheme,
produce a better, but I must have it by midday to-
morrow or I shall publish mine."

We drove back to the hotel in silence and very
depressed. When we got there Rivers Wilson was for
throwing the whole thing up and resigning there and
then.

I had never worked with him before and I did not
know how he would take it, but I appealed to his pride
and urged him not to be beaten. I also urged him
not to fall into the trap set for him, and suggested
that instead of elaborating a scheme at such short notice
he should limit himself to showing up the dishonesty
of the Khedival plan. He said somewhat angrily:
"My good man, Pve been doing nothing else for four
solid hours." "Yes," I replied, "but only viva voce.
If you put it all down in black and white and hand
it to the Khedive and hint that you are going home,
he will be in abject terror of your publishing your
memorandum and will climb down at once." Rivers